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"Of course you must! How on earth could you imagine any-
thing else?" retorted Jenny Dearth. "Claudius is here. He's
just come. I've been waiting for him. How nice that hat looks!
Where's your new jacket? Oh, you men, you men!" she added,
taking a step towards the fire. "She'd have been ready hours
ago; yes, I can see she would, if you'd left her alone. But I don't
blame you. She looks perfectly sweet in that hat."
"Damn the hat, and damn you!" muttered Dud to himself,
and it suddenly occurred to him as an illuminating revelation
that it had been all the time for this expedition, and never to
run away, that Wizz had been attiring herself at that looking-
glass.
"I must learn," he thought, "not to take too seriously what
they say. They go on with their practical obligations just the
same, while they are bursting out like fireworks with the most
terrifying ultimatums!"
It could not have been more than half an hour after the ap-
pearance of Mrs. Dearth that our four acquaintances were pur-
suing their way beneath the prison rampart, below the sloping
garden of the Governor's house, past the Hangman's Cottage,
with a view to crossing the Frome on their way to Glymes.
They had to cross by the bridge that Dud was at last learning
to call the Blue Bridge, though its present colour seemed to
him unmistakably black; and so narrow was the path leading
to this bridge, between the ditch and the small brook, that it
became impossible for them to walk four abreast as they had
been previously doing. Thus it came about that the two women
walked ahead while Claudius and Dud followed a few paces
behind.
Glancing at the,ditch on his left as he went along by Claudius's
side he suddenly stopped with a sharp spasm of delight. There
was the first celandine!
He forced himself to walk on by Claudius's side, but that
pallid embryonic bud had taken possession of his consciousness.
"I don't believe," he murmured carelessly, "that you'll find
any of those Glymes people sympathetic with your excavations.
But what—are you—looking at?"
The interjection was amply justified, for Claudius was the
one to be caught out of himself now. He was staring frantically
and with an expression of positive illumination at some un-
known object above the grassy ramparts of Poundbury.

